
The eontentm of the two fumw Uoufes^ 

f /^.That's my office for my fathers death. 

^ueene.Tct flay, and lets heare theOrifons he makes. 
7'^f.She wolfc of France, but worfe then wolues of france* 
VVhofe conguc'stnore poifon’d then the Adders tooth, ’ 
How ill befeeming is it in thy fexc. 

To triumph like an Antaz^niart trull, 

Vponhis wocsjwhom Fortune captiuates ? 

But that thy face is vifard-^^ke vnehanging. 

Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

I would aflay, proud Queene to make thee bluffi, 

T o t^ell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were ffiame enough to (hame thee, were thou not ffiamelefii t 
Thy father beares the type of King of Nafles^ 

Of both the ^iJtles,znA lemfalem. 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifh yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

Vnlcffe the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted.run their hotfc to death, 

Tis beauty , that oft makes women proud ; 

ButGod he wots,thy fliare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereof makes thee abhoroinable. 

Thou art as oppofitc to euery good, 

Asrthe tAhtipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the South to the Scptentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childe, 

T o bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women arc milde,pittifull,and flexible, 
Thouindurate,fterne,rough,cemorcelefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

W ouldft haue me weepc ? why fo.thou haft thy vviffi* 

For raging windes blow vp a ftorme of tcares. 


TorkedndLaftcdffer, 

And when the rage alaes,the raine begins. 

Thefe teares are my fweet Rutlauds obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Cl^ord, znd the falfc French- woman, 
]Sfffrth.'Qc(htcvi me but his paflions moueme fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

2 'on^f.Thatface of his,thc hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with blond 
But you arc more inhumane,more inexorable, 

Oten times more then Tygers of Arcadia^ 

Sec ruthlcffc Qmene^z hap leflc fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts imblood of my fwcete boy, 
Andloe,with teares I walh the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and goboaft ofthat, 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vponmy foulc the hearers willlhcd teares, 

I,eucn my foes will ffied faft falling teares, 

and fay,alalfc,it was a pittcous deed. . 

Herc,take the crownc,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted CUford, take me from the world. 

My foulc to heauen,my blood vpon your heads. 

North.H^d he bin flaughterman of all my kin, 

I could not chufebue weepe with him, to lee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

.^jjWhat, weeping ripe, my Lord T^ottthHmberl4nd-i 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

There’s for my oath.there’sfor my fathers death. 
And there’s to right dur gentle harted kindc* 
Torl^.Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foulc flics foorth to mecte with thee. 

.^«ee«#,Offwith his hcad,and fet.it on Yorke Gatesj, 

So Ttrhe may ouer-looke the T ownc oiTorkf* 




